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"ON CHALLENGING GOD"

For many of us, God is net much more than what one of my
college professors once described Him as: "An oblong blur".

In other words, God is the Creator and the great sustaining
power of the universe, but He is not very real. Certainly he is
not "our Father" in the sense that we can have a good heart to
heart talk with Him, or can feel a deep kinship with him, and
certainly, we do not feel that we can challenge him or argue with
him. We have tended to make religion a very formal thing and,
in return, instead of that formal religion bringing us closer to
God, it has often tended to drive God farther away from our sense
of everyday reality. God becomes an oblong blur.

This does not mean, certainly, that I advocate a return to
the concept of God as "the Man upstairs", my friend and my pal,
around whose shoulders I may put my arm and walk in the garden
in the cool of the day. God should be respected for what indeed
He is. He is majestic and, in the deepest sense, awe-ful—his
reality should fill us with a great sense of awe. But, if we
make of God something so terribly formal, so very fearful, that
we dare not approach Him with our human needs, then He has become
an abstraction with little or no relevance to our lives.

I want to share a personal experience which I had nearly a
decade ago. I do so merely to illustrate the point I am trying
to make this morning, and because I think it illustrates it
rather clearly.

At that time, I had just undergone some major surgery. I
was recovering well, and had no unbearable physical pain, but I
was having some rather severe mental difficulty as a result of
the anesthetic which had been administered. At least that was
my layman's interpretation of the event. I was constantly hear
ing in the distance the dim strains of some classical music. It
was not familiar to me and it was only a short passage, but it
kept on repeating itself over and over all day and all night
until I thought I could stand it no longer. I knew that it was
not real, that no one else could hear it, but nevertheless, I
heard it and it was making me terribly uncomfortable.

Finally, when I thought I could stand it no longer, I began
to talk to God about it. But I uttered no formal prayer. I said
something pretty much like this;

"God, you've got to do something about this,
I can't stand it any longer. I've done all
I can do; now you've got to do something.
Take away this music that's slowly driving
me crazy".








